The Axe of God
The smoke ascends faster; The havis go to the gods And our vision extends Beyond our ken.
Gomati:          Of him, whatever say some, Is it not a marvel To see one of his years Having mastered all Sivagamas, metrics of Vedas Its shakas, angas.....
Susi:             Verily by noetic nexus of yore!
Precious, as a master's spirit! To redden the venom blue And turn the blue white Into a sea of milk.
Sarada:          A milk Ganga and a milk sagara.
River Manni must course To mate with these.
Gomati:         Still, he is unschool'd, I heard.
Sarada:          Better so; he is a wonder.
A firm-set mind like a moveless star;
A soaring, an upsurging,
A spiralling greatness in all.
Yet, hasn't he gone crazy
And cracked when he chid
That cowherd and decided
To graze the kine all by himself.
Gomati:         Inherence of incompatibles,
Aqni-hotri turning husbandman.
Susi:             Who can axe karma!
We put around our body
Ash and robe, red ochre!
What a time-wasted body is ours!
Did not his father
Warn him for violation of routines?
Gomati:         He did.....
Not to speak of our thoughts. We do not know His ways! He did.....characterization of Dhritarashtra differs from lat of Bhagawan Vyasa's.
